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In the war of physical existence, life always wins — always. To finalize earthly 
experience, everyone surrenders after having learned powerlessness and helplessness 
fighting major and minor battles along the way. Notwithstanding medical myth, is it not 
odd how that institution quietly hides all the bodies while publicly trumpeting a few 
‘successes’ plagiarized to personal and professional gain? Any honest health care 
practitioner, ever wonder why it’s called practicing, will tell you — only in strictest 
confidence — that a doctor simply patches up what is there whilst powers far greater, 
higher and completely out of his or her control do the rest. Band aid anyone? The first 
casualty that a disease such as cancer claims is one’s humanity. Bill, a neighbor, has last 
stage cancer; every modern medical treatment such as chemo, vivisection, etc. briefly 
suppresses spreading cells before they, stronger than ever, re-erupt elsewhere in his body. 
Yet, Bill is optimistic. A natural born leader and fighter, he soldiered in Southeast Asia, 
exited decorated with a Purple Heart then continued a fighting career elsewhere until 
engaging his final conflict — cancer. The man’s warrior spirit remains unclaimed dueling 
an unseen, ill-defined foe deep within a frail body. Recently, Bill’s sons visited ‘dad’ 
while I was there. Bill is a leader of action at his best when useful and needed. His 
anxious sons, powerless against stopping their dad’s rapid decline, protectively over 
compensated their self-ruling father. He asked them to move two boxes: one was heavy 
and large, the other bulky and light. His younger son grabbed the bulky box and the 
older man said to me, ‘give a hand?’ while positioning on one end preparing to lift the 
heavy load. Good naturedly I clapped ‘giving him a hand’ for I lacked a lumbar support 
and will not risk another painful back injury without it...” He projected a nervous glance; 
I remained unyielding: back injuries hurt very much and for an extremely, long time 
sometimes for life! Saving the day, Bill assumed charge by possessing the younger 
man’s load then directed him to help his brother move the heavier one. Once midair, the 
older son urged dad to stack his box atop theirs. Bill ignored this request and carried his 
obligation unassisted. For him every precious success counter balances surrender. 
Leaving three men to their tasks, I went home. Life always wins — always. A deeper 
purpose existed in that small drama: Bill regained self-respect and personal dignity as 
only a man can by assuming command-responsibility. Through refusing well-intentioned 
assistance, he remained a role model dad. Perchance, in those moments Bill understood 
another higher significance? A father’s role fades but it never ends as a dad. Instead of 
standing by idle, he chose to stand as an idol for his sons. Every dad is ‘god’ to a 
newborn created in his likeness and image; an aware infant gazing into the father’s face 
fixing on, ‘my dad, my hero — I am just like you.’ Bill’s sons are not only just like him - 
each one embodies a brave man. Bill remains immortal in them and every generation 
thereafter — forevermore. Rip. 


